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ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag now brings out two hard copy versions per year, one 
in February and one in August. While there are no visual aids 
in the hard copy versions, the online version is enhanced by 
pictures accompanying the writings and the profiles. GloMag 
Online is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. 
Either way, GloMag remains a euphoria, engaging all your 
senses at once. Perhaps you are sitting in solitude beneath a 
bough, besides a lake, and you turn the pages. Suddenly, a 
hundred voices are talking to you, capturing your thoughts. 
Time stands still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to 
anything but these beautiful writings, expressions, and 
pictures. Your soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic 
experience, it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is 
telling you about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn 
house without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
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ACHILLES 

It was a vast array of land in Ilium 

That witnessed the advent of the Myrmidons 
With their lord, Achilles, at the front 
Knowing his doom was too near 

He chose a life of glory unmatched 

As promised by the divine Thetis 

Leaving behind a family and all the comfort 
Then battle cry began to fill the air 

But a feud kept Achilles aloof 

And the table turned too quick 

Resulting in Greek corpses scattered all over 
Mangled, mutilated and hard to know 

How the wrath brought endless havoc 

It was Patroclus clad as Achilles 

Taking the charge and leading the Greek 
Fooling them impersonating Achilles 

But met his end by Hector, the greatest Trojan of all 
Who gave him the honour of his sword 

The next morning with the Sun God on his chariot 
He took to arms and wore the shield by Hephaestus 
Alone he marched on his chariot 

To meet Hector in a single combat 

To exact the vengeance for a dead cousin 
Not knowing how many cousins 

He himself has sent to Hades 

Swift-footed Achilles with his spear 

Sent Hector to the same in a while 

And tied him to the back and dragged 

The lifeless body along the dust 

With nightfall in his tent he finds 


An old man with a cloak overhead 

Upon being asked who he was 

He replied, "| am the man 

Who kissed the hand 

That killed his sons. 

Zulfiqar Parvez: | am Vice Principal Cum O Levels English 
Language Teacher, London Grace International School, 
Dhaka. | have done my Honours and Masters in English 
Language and Literature from the University of Rajshahi, and 
am the editor of Neeharika. 


FINAL FLIGHT 

| slept through those initial collisions, 

twin explosions as steel and fuel 

met concrete and girder 

for the final collapse into rock and powder 
of two towers: monuments 

to the grandeur of their century. 


| saw it from a safe distance— 

not living through events except for 

my own recall. | can still note that, 
retrieve the day, but the singular image 
| cannot shed, the one that refuses 

to leave my head is that of people, 


the 200 left who, facing the option 
of burning alive, knowing 
at that moment they were indeed dead, 


chose instead, like Icarus, to spread their arms 
in almost-welcome embrace of the quarter-mile 


journey back to earth. 


William P. Cushing: Bill teaches English at East Los Angeles 


and Mt. San Antonio colleges and resides in Glendale with his 


wife and their son. He was often referred to as the “blue 


collar” poet based on his stint in the Navy and years at 


shipyards and other blue collar jobs. He earned an MFA in 


writing from Goddard College in Vermont. Last year, Bill was 


named one of the “Top Ten Poets in L.A.,” an honor followed 


up by being identified as one of “Ten L. A. Poets to Watch in 


2018.” 


DECORINA 

not long after 

all the muck & mire 
we went out 

and got two rooms 
of new furniture 


new pomp 
and panache 


a decorina step forward 

like NASA 

on estrogen 

Wanda Morrow Clevenger: | am a writer residing in Hettick, 


IL. | have contributed to various anthologies. | have also 
published two chapbooks. 


JUST A DREAM 

There is this dream | have of days when | can be free 
When any woman in this world 

Can walk on any spot on this earth 

In any street, village or city 

At any hour 

With freedom from fear 


Freedom from insecurity 


With the freedom that a man enjoys 
Without fear of censure or fear of assault 
With the freedom that comes naturally 


To all living things on this earth 


And death when it comes is the natural order 
Not thrust upon her 

For her existence is natural 

She chose not to be born but here she is 


Why rape her? 


Why thrust iron into her womb and pull out her entrails? 


No creature other than man does so to its fellow beings. 


No excuse of emotions, of circumstances 

Of intoxication, of anything that can be thought of 
Can such actions justify. 

And if such a perpetrator walks free 


It is a blot on humanity. 


| dream of days 

When women will walk, run, stroll, sit 
At beaches, parks or the woods 

On hills, mountains and valleys 

By the rivers, in the deserts, in the sky 
Anywhere on this earth 


With laughter, joy and fear-free. 


| don't want to be 
A Soumya, a Jisha or a Jyoti 


| want to be free 


Whether I'm a woman of ninety 
Or a month old baby. 

Will you, World, 

Ever be able to give this to me? 


Note: Soumya, Jisha, Jyoti are victims of brutal rape and 
murder that occurred in Kerala and Delhi. 


Vineetha Mekkoth: | am a poet, writer, editor residing in 
Calicut, India. | work as Assistant State Tax Officer in the 
State GST Department. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published a poetry collection. An 
article of mine was published in the latest issue of Malayalam 
Literary Survey, a Kerala Sahitya Akademi publication. 


THE FOREST KNOWS 

The forest is wide 

Calling to your inner child 

The child’s been long asleep 

While the teardrops fall from the sky 


Letting the forest weep 


The forest always knows 

What comes and what goes 

But something remains buried deep inside 
Something holy, something evil 


Its forest’s own secret to hide 


The forest is indulgent 

To the dangers so imminent 
Hiding within layers of green 
And islands of blue 


Lies a false sense of everything serene 


Vinay Virwani: "| play the game of life..wounded and 
beaten...but not yet lost. | write...to heal those wounds. 
Always knowing | was a misfit and having tried hard to blend 
in...not anymore....to be the round peg in a square hole....it’s 
hard...and it hurts. | am ok to be the misfit...to float around 
sometimes....to seek the divine in the most non-descript of 
places...to be the radical compassionate....to look into my 
soul and get lost in there...to get wounded again... and ....to 
write again...and heal again. Also | work with famous brands 
helping them understand what the consumers are looking 
for. It’s not that difficult...as human as we are...we all want 
the same things, don’t we? Or do we? Well, there’s a lot of 
time till we get there...till then... | write...and | heal" 


EVERYWHERE AND NOWHERE 
Hanging on the wall is a photograph of grandmother: 
Her sepia-tinged impish smile 


Drawing you through the black and white mysteries 


Of childhood, to the bald is beautiful 
Potbellied bloke at the steering wheel 


Who finds happiness in the sanctity of a memory 


Of clutching her gnarled fingers 
During their clandestine visits to the unnamed shrine 


In the unbroken heart of the forest 


Undisturbed by the bird shrieks of falling trees 
Which he now remembers, stuck 


In yet another traffic jam, 


Between the wild honking and colourful cursing 
And the crossed signals of anxious people 


Going everywhere and nowhere. 


Vijay Nair: | am a poet residing in Palakkad, India. | work as 
Associate Professor [Retd]. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published 3 poetry anthologies. | was 
awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing & 
Literature in the year 2016. 


ONCE UPON A LEAF 
You will find me 

On a scorching day 
On an ordinary tree 
You might not know 


Its name 


Its branches have held on for years 
And spread 

A little redundant here and there 
In search of the one who will know 


Which branch to keep 


You can find me dangling 
A leaf 
In darkest greens 


Resilient to many an autumn 


In its veins that pound deep 


Intricate weaves 


Wetness in its soul 

That all the gales 

Cursed to man 

Could not shake off at all 


Vandana Kumar: | am a poet, residing in New Delhi, India. | 
work as a Teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies. 


THE RISE OF THE PHOENIX 

Foiros they also called him, 

The Ba Spirit, son of the Sun 

With the color of Phoinos... 

The brilliant white gold and burning crimson 

Of the unrelenting unforgiving sun, 

That undousable fire which oversaw the earth 

And in his Being, 

Stood guard over the weak mortals 

And punished the wicked. 

He was needed; sorely needed. 

Though he could not restrain the wayward, 

The poor victims could not exact revenge. 

They were weak and unable. 

But they rejoiced when they knew friend Phoenix 
Had visited his punishing presence upon the brutes. 
So he visits the earth bringing light to darkness 

An eternal reminder of the victory of good over evil. 


The Eternal Hope 


Usha Chandrasekharan: | am a poet and writer (poet, 
novelist, writer, etc) residing in Coimbatore, India. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have also published one 
novel. 


FOR THE MINDS FUELLED BY PASSION AN UNRESTRAINED 
DESIRE 


For the mind fuelled by passion and unrestrained desire 

The days are too long but the shortest is the happy hour. 

It’s the slave of zeal or zest but it pretends to be the boss. 

So it seeks profit from all businesses, though faces great loss. 


It recalls past with frustration and the future with 
trepidation, 


But, can’t share the burden of present with zeal or passion. 
The invited chaos distorts tastelessness to embitter all tastes. 


And the mind becomes the trajectory of masquerading 
unrests. 


But, it’s true that the passionate mind brings aroma of dusty 
field 


Into own home for the smiling face of its own grandchild. 
It’s true that the mindset controlled by uncontrolled desire 
Can challenge brutality of villain without thinking a ceasefire. 


Perhaps, these are the firewoods for life, gifted by divine 
grace, 


For bringing warmth in a home by letting those burn at 
fireplace. 


Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who writes 
sonnets as he wants to be acquainted with the universal 
creative minds. He lives at a rural part of the state of West 
Bengal. 


THE QUIET FLAME 

The quiet flame from the candlelight burns slowly 
in the dark night - 

while | think of you, my soulmate! 

It’s a long time since we started 

on our journey together - in this life 

and many lives before. 

| can no longer remember when and where 
the travel started, 

| just know 

In the depths of my soul 

that once, in another time we met 


and decided to be there for each other. 


Now, right now, at this particular moment 
in this lifetime, 
we have resumed our connection. 


Why? | do not know for sure, 


but what | know is that a flame burns 
silently, in the dark night - 
for us, quiet - in the night. 


Svanhild L@vli: I'm a Norwegian poetess. 


TO-N-FRO 
Music over the cellphone 


soothes the insomniac 


and drowns the traffic horns 


of a rude Asian city 


the sound conducts 


a restive mind across time/space continuum 


and connects 
strangely 
with a trumpet-playing 


Louis Armstrong! 


..then, way back, 
to a house in a small town 


of the 1970s: 


laughter 
music 
fun 


arts! 


now--- a fading remembrance 


on a moonless night 


threatening rains 
over a mercantile city. 


Sunil Sharma: | am a writer, editor, and poet residing in 
Kalyan, MMR (Mumbai Metropolitan Region), India. | work as 
a college principal. | have contributed to various anthologies. 
| have also published one novel and eight books on prose and 
poetry. 


Itchy palms and feet 
Restless soul that wants 
To meet, to hug, 

To touch, to embrace, 
To lie enveloped in warmth 
In the glow of a smile 
Tenderness of a gaze 
Sparkle of humour 

That tickles mine 
Pleasure of holding 

His hand palm to palm 
Rejuvenating therapy 


Is his company 


Sumita Dutta: | am a poet and novelist residing in Chennai, 


India. | work as a teacher, writer, and designer. | have 


contributed to various online sites and anthologies. | have 


also published a novel and contributed to three print 


anthologies. My novel, The Heart of Donna Rai, was launched 


recently. 


I'M A CALENDAR OF YOUR WALL 
I'm a hanging calendar 
Of your finest wall 


Oh! Look at me pretty gal! 


Day, month,week 
Throughout the year 
It’s only me who 


Really cares! 


But why don't you 
Stare at me! Why not stare, 


With your lovable gesture so rare? 


Sometimes you take a glance 
As if | need you by chance, 


As if |came to you perchance! 


Think of my state of being 


Although I'm not a human being 


But you ought to treat me as an 


Important thing. 


| know my life span 
Is only one year 


In this cruel sphere, 


Then you will remove me 
And place a fresh one, 

But O my dear! Is it so easy 
To forget someone? 


Sumana Bhattacharjee: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. 
| am a housewife. | have contributed to various anthologies. | 
have also been published in 10 anthologies. | have published 
a poem book "Eternal Thought". 


The wind brought her ragged self up 
Collecting the tattered bits around her 
Like a beggar on a cold chilly night 
The fallen leaf stirred 

As if from a drugged stupor 

Furtively shifting her ravaged body 
Only to lie limply aside 

Discarded and dejected 


Used 


The night had descended heavily 
Groping to possess 

That which was weak 

That which was vulnerable 
Grabbing hands taking all 
Demanding 


Satisfying 


The road lay forlorn 


Lost 


Standstill 

The dust and gravel shivered 

In pleasure 

As the dew descended quenching its thirst 
The cries which had rent the air 
Dissipated in the vicissitude of emptiness 
Quiet fell the curtain on the violent stage 
Obliterating all 

Immune in apathy 

Another incomplete ending 


Another premature closure. 


Sudeshna Mukherjee: She is an Economics Major. She is a 


poet, short story writer and painter. Her book of poems 


“Meanderings of the Mind” has been published. Many of her 


poems have been published in national and international 


anthologies, magazines and e-publications. 


BEING AT MANIKARNIKA* 

A sense of renouncement permeates within us 
Questions of existence and transience engulf our imagination 
We start questioning our worldly ways 
We start musing about post life journey 
We get stuck at state of wonderment and bewilderment 
It takes time to overcome these incomprehensive emotions 
It takes conscious effort to wash off these thoughts 
Finally we return to our daily humdrum of life 


Still wonder about Dom Raja* dealing in death as means of 
life 


How do they survive and thrive amidst departure of life 
Their nonchalance is as astounding as envious 
Again wonder if they mourn ever 
Does the death within family move them to tears? 
Or does it not affect them 
As they claim to be blessed by lord Mahakal* 
With equanimity and soul-consciousness 
Or probably they do it just as simply as we do job 


Sometimes without any attachments 


Just to bring food to the plate 
Will never be able to unfurl this mystery!!! 


(Manikarnika*-the most sacred burning ghat of Varanasi, 
Mahakal*-the lord of death) 


Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less travelled and being 
myself. 


BIRTH OF AN INSANE 
The unborn poems 
With their tiny beaks 


Peck at her hair. 


At the workplace or in the traffic, 
Waiting in the queue 

Or shopping, 

Whenever she tries to be normal 
Dark cuckoos 

Sing aloud from her bosom 


And she fails once again. 


Any given moment she rides 
On a wave of happiness. 
Next moment drags her way 


Through a sewer of sorrow. 


At the bookshop 


She forgets herself 


While those who pass by wonder 
Looking at her feet 


As she floats in the air. 


At times in the rush hour 
She feels lost. 

Another time 

She feels like a militant 


Passing on a coded message. 


Lynched for being a woman 
Isa ‘punishment’ awaiting her 
In the country she lives in. 

Yet she smiles 

As nobody can conquer 


Her revolting soul. 


She is an insane 
With the wild scent 


Of an untamed wind. 


Traversing the crevices of earth 
And soaring above the clouds in the sky. 


Stalina Sbs: She is a chemistry teacher, writing poems in 
Malayalam, English and Hindi. She has published her works in 
many of the leading periodicals in Malayalam, such as 
Bhashaposhini, Samakalika Malayalam Varika, Chandirika, 
Sthreesabdam, Suryakanthi, and Thorcha, and in various 
ezines like Malayalanatu, Aksharam online, Gulmohar online, 
Nellu.net, etc. 


LIFE IS A GLASS OF COKE 

| sit with a glass of coke 

| take small sips 

And enjoy its refreshing taste. 
Conversations with my friends press on 
And after sometime 

When | start taking another sip 

It no longer tastes refreshing 

No longer like coke 

But like a tea decoction. 

The coke lost its effervescence 

Just like our extended conversations 
Just like our cheeks and skin 

Just like our behaviour. 

The conversations become meaningless 
Skin loses its elasticity 


And we become forlorn citizens. 


Sravani Singampalli: | am a poet and writer residing in 
Andhra Pradesh, India. | am presently pursuing a doctorate in 
pharmacy. | have contributed to various anthologies. | am the 
winner of the Fiesta International Love Poetry Competition, 
2018. 


INSPIRATION 

Eleven letters word known as INSPIRATION, 
Enhances someone’s inner spirit and motivation, 
A candle of hope in gloom of hopelessness, 


Special key to open all the locks of success! 


It can be any act done or any character, 
Has a power to write new book with unique chapters, 
Ignites internal enthusiasm and zeal hidden within, 


Helps turning all the failures into wins! 


A word that can bring smile to worried faces, 
A weapon to cross the hurdles at life’s stages, 
Barren hearts start blooming like a garden, 


Soul gets drowned in nectar of passion! 


Inspiration paints a canvas in someone’s heart, 
That provides anything again a new start, 
A magical word that can bring miracles, 


Can carve a precious diamond from a coal! 


Sonia Gupta: Dr. Sonia is a dentist by profession. She is the 
author of four English & two Hindi poetry books. Her many 
poems and stories have been placed in various anthologies, 
magazines & newspapers. She has been received various 
awards in Hindi literature and won many poetry competitions 
organised by various literary groups on facebook. Besides 
being a poetess and doctor, she is fond of paintings, singing, 
cooking, designing, knitting and teaching. 


Like a new-flung thought 
That cracks the skin 

Of jaded belief 

And wreathes its ripples 
For a whole generation, 
Let’s aim the child 

At the turn of the sky 
Where darkness waits 

In sure knowledge 

Of the cracking dawn. 
Note: This poem is part of a forthcoming novel. 


Shreekumar Varma: | am a poet, novelist, playwright residing 
in Chennai, India. | am now a full-time writer. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have received the R. K. 
Narayan Award for Creative Writing. 


SILENT MISGIVINGS 
Silence, earlier a misnomer 
Quietly in the dark, an interloper sighing fitfully 


As if in the throes of agony 


Beauty, though flawless 
Were it outstanding, not so listless 
But purity, like an uncut diamond 


Seemingly, in the dark, groping depths of a mine full of 
diamonds 


Do packages involve 

Silence, a gift absolved 

Through and through depth abounding 
Waves a pounding 


Twenty leagues under the sea 


Though silent misgivings often misconstrued 
Through and through repeatedly reviewed 


Into paeans of dust-filled hues 


Silence in all its colours 

Golden filled, multihued in the distance 
Beautiful threads of which 

Rises a magnificent 

Veil of rainbow like colours 


Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. She was highly influenced 
by her maternal grandfather who was a distinguished 
Sanskrit scholar. She had a keen interest in languages, be it 
prose or poetry, from her school days. She has also worked 
as a teacher in schools for some time. Her father, K. 
Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished writer in Malayalam, 
and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi award for his 
contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to an engineer 
and has one daughter. 


FIREWORKS 

You swoon and swerve, drift apart 
From many a fantasy of my heart 
You whisper, you blush, you hold my hand 
These thoughts they slide through 
Grains of sand. 

Streams of water whetting a knife 
Slow and steady tears, sharpening 
My eyes 

| see you, Now | see you go- 
These thoughts their cacophony 
They’re music no more. 

The fireworks have exploded 
Smoke now resides, 

In the darker spaces 


Of my mind. 


Shivank Sarin: Like chocolate sprinkles on dessert, poetry 
and music have added excitement and sweetness to my life. 
To me, age acts as no barrier towards being cynical or 
insightful. I’m notorious for my gluttonous appetite and even 
skipping social gatherings just to attend music lessons. I’m a 
student studying Economics at Ashoka University. 


IT HURTS 

It hurts 

being human it hurts 
for every cry 

for every tears 


for every innocent blood. 


No matters 

it’s Paris, Beirut or Baghdad, 

Syria, Yemen or Nigeria, 

New York, Mumbai or Peshawar. 

No matters 

It’s Muslim, Hindus, Jews or Christians. 
Being human every heart bleeds, 


Why not your hands shiver when you kill? 


Shamenaz: She resides in Allahabad. She is a literary Critic, 
and author & Editor of 7 Books. She is also a member of 
Editorial Board of Journals: "Cyber Literature (Online), 
‘Literary Miscellany', ‘The Context', ‘Research Access’, 
Expressions, IJRHS Literature ( Jordan), Feeling International 
(Poetry Anthology, USA) and Levure Litteraire (Poetry 
Magazine, France-Germany-USA). 


MALABAR MY FINAL RESTING PLACE 
This is where | would want to be 
Scattered as dust and ashes 
Amidst the dewy red soil 

Stirring the high palm fronds 

As light as bellowing smoke 

From my pyre on this fertile earth 
That smacks of blood and rust 

To have my charred bones 
Purified by holy fire to be 

Offered to the restless sea 

Raging at the foothills 

of this fertile land 

To be absorbed into 

the skeletons Of marine beings 
To be born of this blessed land 
Carved from the reluctant oceans 
lam intoxicated with the 

heady scent of Jasmines 


All | want is to be that mineral 


That paints this land the color of blood 

To be so dissolved that | live 

In every particle, breath and sigh 

emanating from this beloved land - Malabar! 


Seema K Jayaraman: She is poetess based out of Mumbai, 
India, and is a professional in the IT Banking domain. Her 
poems paint a vivid picture, colourfully presenting the myriad 
vibrancies of nature, at times stark depictions of human strife 
and tragedy. She writes both free style and rhyme-based 
verses, and she also enjoys writing haikus and tankas. Her 
debut book, Wings Of Rhapsody — A Dalliance Of Poems, was 
released in June 2016. 


BEGGING THE QUESTION 
“Who can put the most pieces of the puzzle in place? 
“Who can fit them all? 
“Who can see the Big Picture? 


“When it rains do you know that elsewhere the sun is 
shining? 


“When it pours do you have a raft? 


“Verily, there are many configurations that various 
constellation grids can be patterned as; there are even those 
that some have used as a common map of the sky. 


“Verily, every star is connected to every other. There is 
but one Heavenly backdrop with infinite dots upon it. There 
is but one Cosmic Constellation. 


“The human mind can only use straight lines and 
geometry to try and describe the sky. But nature is far too 
wiggly for such simple methods of observation. 


“The mystery eludes us. 


“Let it be known that no man knows the whole 
meaning. 


“But this all begs the contradictory question: If mans’ 
mind thinks only in what is straight then how has his heart 
gone so crooked? 


“Who knows the full story? 
“Who has every detail down? 
“Who is prepared for the rewrite? 
“Who has ears for the truth? 
Excerpt from the novel, "The Awakening Of Numa" 


Scott Thomas Outlar: | am a writer residing in Lilburn, 
Georgia, USA. | was a recipient of the 2017 Setu Magazine 
Award for Excellence in the field of Literature. 


POEM 

It said something about itself 

| heard something about myself 
It brought out my fears 


Separation anxiety from my fars and nears 


It brought out hope 
It illustrated my scope 
It brought out joy 


Made me say "oh boy!" 


It brought out love 

A feeling that put me a step above 

It evoked such strong feelings - of happiness and lamenting 
Such is the intensity of a painting. 


Sara Bubber: | am a poet residing in Vadodara. | am a 
student. | have been part of GloMag for almost a year. | have 
received meritorious recognition in Shri Ram Chandra 
Mission Essay Writing Competitions for two successive years. 


TATTERED SOLES AND BATTERED SOULS 

Tourists click pictures, going into raptures 

capturing moments for their progeny. 

Pigeons safely perched on domes peer at the world going by 
Nonchalant; phlegmatically yodelling away yet another day. 
The bedraggled sister-brother duo watch on, indifferently. 
With an unwavering gaze the brother looks at his sister little 
In his tiny heart, many dreams are born, ah they are brittle. 


With one bony arm, he steers her towards a dirty-looking 
eatery 


The birds in the tree flutter uneasily, her stomach rumbles 
queasily. 


While the tourists try to satisfy their curiosity, 

the kids need to satisfy the pangs in their stomach! 

If lucky, they will get some morsels of food. 

With tattered soles and battered souls, they trudge on 
Will they some day strike gold? 


But today, they wait for the food magic to unfold. 


For a pleasant moment, his hunger pangs are in hold 

As lovingly he tucks a lock of wayward hair 

from his sister's uncombed hair, behind her ear. 

But in unbridled ecstasy, it dances on, refusing to be tamed. 


Wonderstruck, the brother watches this dance of 
untrammelled freedom 


which gently fans his soul, making his parched lips hum 


that elusive song, the reverberations of which trapped in the 
air 
Soon become notes of the eternal melody of existence. 


Santosh Bakaya: | am a poet, novelist and essayist residing in 
Jaipur, Rajasthan, India. | work as a teacher and have 
contributed to various anthologies, have written many novels 
and poetry anthologies, and a poetic biography of Mahatma 
Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu. Recently, | delivered a Ted Talk on 
The Myths Of Writers’ Block. 


WHO AM | 

The first milk | sucked 

Was my Bong mom's! 

The day | ate my first rice 

My mom smiled. 

As | left baby food and entered into the world of foodies 
| smiled! 

And enjoying the foodie world till now. 

My mom said my first rice 

Came from a Tipra field! 


Mom used to tell me about her cousins, whom | didn't meet 
before. 


An evening a handsome guest visited us. 
What a divine look! Sober smiling man. 
"come my child! I'm your boro mama," He said! 


Me, the curious child, ran to his arms thinking he is my 
mom's that cousin 


about whom mom used to tell! 
After baba it was the warmest hug | got from him! 


| found Buddha in him, in his words! 


So my first Boro mama, 

my first Buddha was a smiling loving Chakma gentleman! 
The day | wanted to wear a different saree 

My aunt send me a Manipuri sari! 

So my first different saree was from a Manipuri loom! 
When | tried to dance, 

My Mizo friend taught me bamboo dance! 


Now my taste buds have tasted sukto, fish curry, but still | 
love godok, bangui, dry fish! 


Still champreng steals my heart! 
Sachin karta comforts my soul! 

With bamboo beats still | try to dance! 
| can leave all branded jewelleries 


For that silver rangbauh! 


But My Lord, who am |? 
A bong or a Tripuri? 

A Chakma or a Manipuri? 
A reang or a mizo? 


Which land should | go? 


Saving, living, loving 
protecting all these like Jatayu. 
Now should | strip off my clothes too?? 


Sanhita Sinha: She is a native of Tripura, is a teacher, a 
bilingual poet. Her poems got published in different national 
and international anthologies, journals & magazines. Apart 
from writing, she is actively engaged in cultural activities too. 
She is a regular artist of television and radio too. 


VICTIMS OF CORPORATE EVILNESS 
She lay on a mangled mat, alongside a crowded street, 
In the most happening city’s heart. 


She stayed looking everyone pass by, to get some penny for 
bread to buy. 


Waving in the air, with her twisted hands, abnormally 
swollen head, 


And two holes in place of ears, tiny nose and popped eyes 
but no lids, 


Though she smiles, that of quite innocence 


Her mom sat beside, Wrinkled and paled, abstained from the 
rhythms 


And memories of past; picked up coins with miseries of the 
cursed destiny- 


Presented to her, and the entire village in the northern strip 
of our state, 


By spraying the toxic pesticides from atop a fertile land of 
cashew crop 


Caused to a ghastly mishap, that would never cure into a 
normal shape. 


The rulers always keep swindling us, with their blown 
promises. 


The victims of this drastic tragedy, (‘Endosulfan’) would never 
be as 


What they were, rather, many ominous births could happen. 
Corporate giants will look for another network, to make 

Air we breathe, water we drink get remain tainted, 

Mothers will feed toxic breast milk to their babes, 

We will continue to act as nothing have heard or seen. 

The cannibal giant is in your doorsteps... 


Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): He is a freelance writer 
and painter, from Kerala, India, working in Doha as Admin 
Manager. He writes short stories, poems and travelogues in 
various regional language magazines (Malayalam), 
periodicals under the pen name Saleem Kattuchola, and used 
to write English poems in the Saudi Gazette Weekend 
edition. 


THE PRINTED BEAUTY 

Swinging in the chair with my glasses on, 
Sipping cappuccino which was too hot, 
Looked at the clock with hopeful eyes, 


And thought, ‘it’s only eleven now?’ 


Eyes rested on the book which was old, 
Layer of grime made it less inviting. 
Was like treasure map, the torn cover. 


And my mind made its way to explore. 


Blew the dust which hid its beauty. 
Opened it with a sigh and some hope, 
Lively was the euphony of the pages; 


Like music of rain falling on leaves. 


Really it was endowed with treasure, 
Found the splendour in the dark night, 
Sorry was i to mistake it as a thing. 


Cause that looks dull may be a pearl. 


Roshan Mishra: | am a Botany student of OUAT, 
Bhubaneswar. | love writing poems. Actually, | am very 
passionate about it. Whenever | experience something, | pen 
it down to make poems. My poems are basically about social 
issues, issues related to women, and beauty of nature. The 
ordinary things happening in the world inspire me, make me 
think and write about it. 


THE FUTURE 

The future speeds 

Way ahead of me, 
Somehow of my making, 
A distance venturing 


Into unsettled territory! 


A highway with 

A clear direction 

Takes me further along, 

A route without boundary 


To a place of compensation! 


Now | clearly realize that 
Years ago it was also 

The same struggle: 

The need for free expression 


And the reason behind my goal! 


Romeo della Valle: | was born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents 
and came to America very young with a goal, mainly, to 
succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a Vision and a 
clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love an Peace 
throughout the World’ and if my poetry can touch a single 
soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving my clear 
footprints behind! 


SUMMER MIDNIGHT 

The wheelchair trundles with burden 
of emptiness. 

An unknown dies in commotion of 

a railway station; travellers 

arrive and depart. 

Sleep enters the town in slow pace- 
cold winds blow into hollow streets 
fingers entering a glove; 

the piston of a syringe pulled back. 
Yesterday's bloody sheets are 
washed and forgotten today. 

In the violence of a summer dream 
the dull music of vehicles in distant highways 
the feeble pulse of an aged beggar- 
the voices sharper than life. 


Ro Hith: He is a poet and doctor from Andhra Pradesh. His 
poetry has been published in various online magazines, and 
has been acknowledged and complimented by various senior 
poets. 


“THE VERY BEST AMONG US” 


(dedicated to those 36 lamed vovniks who anonymously 
dwell among us) 


36 untainted souls 

the very best among us 

oblivious of their generational stature, 
luminescent 

indistinguishable 

transcendent among us, 

sentinels fortifying our world- 


solid and stalwart diamonds anchoring God’s garden 


36 untainted souls 

the very best among us 

who inspire us with their benevolence and humility, 
who comfort us from pain and loss, 

receptacles enduring our grief 

servants who insulate and shelter 


teachers who instill and inspire... 


36 untainted souls 

the very best among us 

who manifest the heartbeat of the world 
many times over, 

with each generation, 

and so into 36 

are beckoned once again 


Robert Feldman: | am a writer and painter residing in Port St. 
Lucie, Florida. | own and operate a college test preparatory 
company. | have also published several poems and short 
stories in booklets, anthologies, and magazines, both hard 
copy and online. 


INSOMNIA 

The moon is sleepy tonight 

She burrows into the crook of her folded arms 
having thrown away her borrowed bling 

No longer jaundiced, her sclera pale 

reflecting a conscience 


divided between facileness and serenity 


benevolent to a depressed night clinging 


to the fading edges of her approaching-gibbous form 


She has seen the city’s ravenousness and given up her gold 
Scattered it over the restless buzz 

Greedily they gather beneath her 

and the last of the dying night 


they plunder 


The glittering insomniacs never know 
who made them dream 


and then stole their slumber 


Reena Prasad: | am a poet, residing in Sharjah, United Arab 
Emirates. | have contributed to various anthologies. | am the 
winner of the Reuel International Prize for Poetry, 2018. 


LOVING ARCHITECTS 

They are trendy 

Concerned with shapes, sizes and curves, 
Verticality and trajectory 


Beams and booms. 


Some like it heavy and solid 
Like a behemoth, a hill carving, 
Interiors cut into solid rock, 


With sabres rattling inside. 


Some live in the clouds 

Airy and fluffy and bluey 
Pinky like cotton candy 

With plenty of glass and gloss 


Effortless and floating. 


Some like deep hard wood 
Polished agonizingly 


Smooth and cool 


And resting heavily 


On gravitational fields. 


| like the bamboo ones 

That have fissures that cause the wind to whistle young 
that bend and sway never break to the fiercest of winds 
that rub each other so frenziedly 

that sparks fly and a whole grove is set on fire 

in a cleansing way 


crackling in ecstacy. 


| love architects 
who creak 


when touched with a quill. 


Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English translations 
of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from Malayalam) 
and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and 
for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and 
Penguin India. Published poems in magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He is one of the five contributing poets to the 
anthology, “A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes” (five voices 
seventy poems). A collection of his poetry, "Architecture of 
Flesh" was published by Paperwala in 2015. 


MY SON.... 


My son in you | see, quite a bit of me. 


| clung to my father’s hand, just as you clutch mine 
And when he picked me up, my eyes did brightly shine. 
A pat, a word, a nod from me, truly made your day, 


Same it was with me, over my heart my 
father held sway 


Not now, busy, later, were words not heard 
by me, 


With him it was forever - not You and I, But 


we. 
He left behind a legacy, of love, commitments and care, 
An example of fatherhood, that is altogether very rare. 

As | clutch those memories, my heart fills up with pride, 


But now when | look at you my son, in your heart | find 
a void. 


As | whizzed past you, on the road to success, 


| hardly ever read the feelings, your eyes tried to express. 


You wanted me to stop, to hold your hand and share, 


Moments of love and joy, to show some concern and care. 


But | left you sad and lonely, as | moved round in circles, 


And now that you no longer need me, | am looking for a 
miracle. 


| want to turn the clock back, and restart my journey with 
you, 


Holding your hand in mine, | want to begin life anew. 


But | know it is too late, and it really hurts me, 

While now | have time for you, you have no time for me. 
My son in you | see, quite a bit of me, 

But how | wish you could see, a bit of my father in me.... 


Ramendra Kumar: | am a poet and author residing in 
Rourkela, India. | work as Chief of Communications, Rourkela 
Steel Plant. | have contributed to various anthologies. | have 
also published 15 novels and two anthologies of poems. | 
won 5 awards in the Competition for Writers of Children’s 
Books, 2016 organized by CBT taking my overall tally to 31 
prizes, the highest by any writer. 


NO, | MAY NOT RETURN 
No, | may not return. 
Can’t? Won't? Ever? 
Yes, that’s destiny, 


self-scripted, inflicted. 


Had | known 

or written the script, 
contemplated the end 

of the road less travelled? 


Had |? Ever? 


Past is not a place 
to revisit. 

Past is not a phase 
to re-live. 

Past is not a page 

to rewrite. 

Past is not 


past 


It’s like the slippery sand that slips 
dryly from between the fingers, 

is gone, 

has happened, 


is lost. 


What time gives first, 
it has its ways to take. 
Years of careless days 
were baits swallowed, fast, 


Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP Ezine, a poetry ezine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 


A VIEW INSIDE PARK 

This two-legged searching 

For a select corner in the park of 
three decades of solid front: 

with its congregations and 
happenings a passing through 

your mind, retreat into serenity. 
Entering into senior citizen’s mind 

A rehearsal of emotional stress 

and calculations of life’s entourage 
with permutations and combinations of 
household ding dong in your memory; 
you view yet another perspective too, 
a middle class, salaried, rent and loan 
fees and hikes, school uniforms 

with content your forte. 

Kits and kites thronging every corner. 


The nebula Of life visibly moving; 


Not love for Life in any corner 
of park. Park, still, silent receptive, 
middle class gossip and concern. 


Radhamani Sarma: | am a poet, short story writer, residing in 
Chennai, India. | am a retired professor of English. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have also published my 
own poetry collections. | am also a reviewer and critic, and 
have contributed critical essays on living writes, and am a 
blogger too. 


MY LOVE IS LIKE A RAFFLESIA 

My love is like a rafflesia 

With a fragrance that is causing anaesthesia 
Large and red, red and large 

Like a rose-coloured barge 

Upon the river Thames 

But | am not liking your friendship with that man called James 
It is the only blot on my love pure and simple 
Which is like the soft soft dimple 

On your smooth and buttery cheeks 

On which | am taking many peeks 

Only my love is not parasitic 

Like rafflesia but it is stalagmitic 

Growing slowly and maturing with time 

Like an old pond with green slime 

| am truly in love with you 


But everyday your behaviours are teaching me something 
new. 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: | am a writer residing in Thane, 
India. | work as freelance copywriter. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published poems in many 
magazines and poetry anthologies. | was felicitated at 
Amaravati Poetic Prism 2016 for writing poems in 11 
different languages. 


A DIVINE TRANQUILITY 

| walk in woods and roam on hills 

| see sorrow and happiness together 

| cherish hopes for a better world 
Blow gently, o tender wind 

Bring peace on earth 

Spread your crimson wings 

Through the hills and vales 

Love thy fellow with purity of heart 
Muffled sounds are growing slowly 
Waiting for a magical touch. 

O, tender wind 

Flow like a river in the fields of heart 
Play the songs of happiness 

Full of joyous vibes 

Tall flowering trees surround the lakes 
Echoing verse creeps on my walls 
Dance, dance, o heavenly angel 

| hear your footsteps tearing the silences 


Fragrance of blossoming buds swirls in virgin delight. 


Preety Bora: | am a poet residing in India, Assam, in a small 
city called "Golaghat". | am working as a co-editor of a 
bilingual book. | have contributed to various anthologies. | 
have also published one anthology of poems. Nature is my 
inspiration. 


MIEN IN DISGUISE 

On the surface | smile 
look poised and charming 
inside | am suffering 


with pain and agony. 


Behind my polished mask 
hide in a web of lies 
woven around myself 
build a decorated prison 
with flowers and leaves 
So Safe in that home 


look beautiful to you. 


Want to be real 
now | cry aloud 
let the tears flow 


wash away my mask. 


Though not charming 

as | was before 

Now | am relaxed 

become authentic and real. 


Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature and social issues, and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations, nature’s 
beauty, etc. He has published poems in various anthologies 
and periodicals and received many awards of excellence. He 
was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. Albert’s 
college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 


O people of the world! 

Ye call yourselves citizens of the world? 

Why the boundaries of ethnicity, creed and colour? 
Put away your sacred books, 


You have insulted them enough, and caused grief in their 
name too! 


All creeds say the same thing: live and let live! 

Help thy neighbour as one would one's own kin; 
Shelter them awhile, 

Put their house right, 

O world citizens! 

Gather together to weed out 

thuggery and arson, 

Rein in your greed for power over the unfortunates, 
Do you want to share your bread with them interminably? 
Help them stand on their feet! 

Help them win back their homelands! 

Only a happy neighbour will look out for you, 


As is said, a friend in need, is a friend indeed! 


Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker, recently turned grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words are 
her world. 


MANIFEST DESTINY 

Lost some ground at the heart 

of the social agreement. 

Our Consent to be Governed breached 


by the Mandate of Heaven. 


But we don't have... 


The time to tether them together. 


Just a little afraid all the time 
Running along in the middle-class marathon 
We could not sell our souls 


We could not chase our dreams... 


But we are not... 


Chasing them away either. 


Way out of the top three 


But we are still running free 


Because our dream's right here 


Right here... with our family 


And we can... 
Face our fears together. 


Prasanna H: | have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. | 
live across the street from where | was born. | have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When | am not hanging out, | read, watch movies, 
start things | won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 


WHERE SHALL I GET A FOREHEAD 
Where shall | get a forehead 

as pious as yours 

| want to write through my lips 

all the alphabets that i have learned 


throughout the years 


should i open the door 
so far closed 


for all the possibilities, 


| could see a new planet 
standing in front of my door 

| shall have to implant peoples 
mountains, trees 

| shall have to implant sea 

| have to ferry through boat 

all my woes 

| shall have to implant the face 


of a new kind, in a new mirror 


no more trees are chirping 
books are all dead 
placards are shouting 

lips are silent 

wounds no more oozing 
blood changing veins only 
thanks to scalvein sets 
swords becoming mighter 
no more pen!! 


Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far he has published three anthology of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and international anthologies 
like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, Happy Isle, 
Feelings International, etc. 


KEEPER OF THE KEYS 
Keeper of the Keys 
Where do you go 


When you have locked my heart? 


Keeper of the Keys 
Where are they kept 


Are they safe within a vault? 


Keeper of the Keys 
Do you stand guard 


Against the thief of the night? 


Keeper of the Keys 
Will you return 


When the sun rises again? 


Keeper of the Keys 
Will you unlock my heart 


Once more and set me free? 


Keeper of the Keys 
Routine, day and night, 
You are my keeper too. 


Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has written poetry, short stories and a 
children's novel. He also founded The Young Poet Society. He 
has published a novel, "The Elfin Child." He was diagnosed 
with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and died in 2015. 


THE LATE SWEETNESS 
Late in the season, 

the easy pleasure 

my hand reaches out, 
amongst the almost naked 
gnarled limbs, 

my fingers round 

the full luscious belly 

of a hard green pear 
and gently twist to snap 
the umbilical cord 


and place it in the basket. 


On the ground gnawed 
and sucked broken skins 
rest on mown grass, 


sweetness oozes into cold air. 


Soon the aroma of apple 

and pear crumble inhabits 
the fresh rooms of our house, 
the heat in the pastry, 

awaits the knife's blade, 

blow on the spoonful 

of bubbling fruit and crumble. 


Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. | 
work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018) 


DEAD POET’S CLUB 


Today, | slit open an old poem with a paper knife and out 
flew a blackbird. 


It preened itself on the window sill, tilted its head to look at 
me with one beady eye, and flew away into the night. 


It's been a while now. 
The ink of night is melting at the edges. 


The poem and I, have been waiting for the blackbird to 
return and take its perch between the words shaped like a 
wilting branch and the shadow-bitten-moon. 


shooting star... 
her phone number 
still on speed dial 


Paresh Tiwari: An electrical engineer by profession, a 
creative writer, and illustrator by choice, Paresh Tiwari, grew 
up in the labyrinthine lanes of Lucknow. He took to Japanese 
literary short forms in the winter of 2012. Since then, his 
haiku, haibun, tanka, haiga, free-form poems and flash fiction 
pieces have been published in various journals, anthologies 
and books. His first collection of haiku and haibun ‘An inch of 
sky’ was published by 20 Notebooks Press and is available 
online. 


Two men playing a game of chess 
In a public park at Sarajevo 
Twenty men watching the game 
Shouting 

Offering suggestions 

| have seen men in Indian villages 
Playing similar games 

Yet it looked strange 

May be because it is chess 

It’s a highly focused game 

Clash of the brains 

Here two men 

Sipping Heineken 

Playing chess 

Seemed odd 

Who won the Game 

| don’t know 


Winning matters not 


Playing was fun 
Watching was fun 
When you can’t play, do you watch? 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed. Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 


BUBBLING 

the rain beats on my roof tonight 
as music to my comfortable ears 
i revel in my beautiful solitude, 


the life i built brick by brick. 


i long to share myself 
the needs of my soul bubble 
alongside my joy and content 


in this glass of sparkling wine 


sharing must be an upward spiral 
not stagnant between beginnings and ends. 
it must be fed with reciprocation 


or wither it will with my intimacy. 


the depth of my soul expresses itself 
in words, deeds, gestures and souvenirs, 
my kisses and in the way i make love 


and how it glows on my beloved and me 


the thought of your warmth 

lightens and murmurs through my inner senses 
i long to share my soul's deepest bed 

and i want to do so with none but you. 


Panjami Anand: | am an occult practitioner by profession. 
Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting secret 
battles and we are not the only ones in pain. | love to observe 
human relationships and nothing inspires my writing more. 
Thus, the dominating theme of all my writings are conflicts 
and triumphs of the same. 


AN ODE TO NATURE 

If | have to imitate Nature 

Let me be Padma, the Lotus 
Dusky pink, with delicate layers of 


Pink petals, favourite flower of Gods. 


Blooms in muddy waters 
Floating in their murky depths 
Its beauty and graceful appearance 


Does not betray its watery home 


| am that dusky pink beauty, uniquely aloof 
Not conditioned by my surroundings 
But existing peacefully, unaware of my setting 


Unaware of my gorgeous self... 


If | have to imitate Nature 
Let me be the graceful swan 
Who according to legend 


Can separate water from milk 


Let me have similar wisdom 
To know good from bad 
To sift gold from sand 


The ultimate swan woman 


If | have to imitate Nature 

| am the Chakora bird 

Who sits on moonbeams, loving the Moon. 
Part human, part Nature, | play many roles, 
Delving into the cool pools of imagination 
In tune with nature, in tune with myself. 


Padmini Rambhatla: | am a homemaker residing in Chennai, 
India. | work as an English teacher. | have contributed to a 
poetry group on Facebook. | dabble in art occasionally and 
love cooking a variety dishes for friends and family. 


KINDNESS 

Be kind, be considerate 

Even to those that do not know you 
Save the one you can from a fall 


Even if nobody acknowledges you 


Be kind, be considerate 
To everyone you meet 
You don’t need a reason 


Make it a habit 


Be kind, be considerate 
Don’t be too hurried to lend a hand 
Stop rushing through life 


Like a bullet through the barrel 


Be kind, be considerate 
Sow seeds of kindness 
In the hearts of those you touch 


Don’t miss a chance! 


Be kind, be considerate 
Open the door, compliment someone 
Step aside and let someone pass 


Do the little things 


Be kind, be considerate 
God remembers your every deed. 


Oluwatosin S. Olabode: | am a performance poet and writer 
residing in Jos, Plateau state, Nigeria. | work as Public 
speaker. | have contributed to various anthologies, journals 
and magazines. | have also published 2 books. 


DAEDALIAN PREDILECTIONS OF A  PRODIGIOUSLY 
SUPERLATIVE INTELLECT 


For a masterful disquisition 

the erudite savant — 

famous for his grandiloguence — 
eschewed the quotidian lingua franca 

in favour of hyperurbanism 

and descended into the murky depths 

of a singular diction abounding in 
unwonted locution and abstruse phrases. 


Nivedita Karthik: | am a poet residing in Chennai, India. | 
work as a Senior Quality Controller. My work has also been 
published in the journal of the Society of Classical Poets. 


There, where the trees and darkness mingle 

The side-walks are ready to rise in moonlight 

Observing the ghostly bluish glow of earthshine 

| walk on my foot, down the lane 

longing to know what will happen 

To the bloom that my blood will open tonight! 

The gestation of fear ruins each hour, 

Letting out of womb, an immature ogre 

Setting it free in the garden of ochre, to darkness’s refuge. 
When mystical darkness hums on the fingertips, 
impatiently wait for the silver moon to touch the sphere 
want to be there; where dwellers are nowhere, 

want to live in empty clusters of the cold stars, 

And want to smile at the smiles long lost... 

At ruthless world that tried strangulate 

At the failures and incompetence that couldn't weigh down! 


At those bewilderment between being and not being 


At those dreams, fabrics of which caught up in life 
were tattered, to pieces torn 
Walking to the end of the garden | reconcile with the night, 


Tucking in the ogre; watch from darkness, how a new dawn is 
born. 


Nandita Samanta: She was in a _ teaching profession, 
presently is a secretary of a creative organisation. She is a 
multilingual poet, a short story writer, a reviewer, a dancer 
and an artist. Her works are well appreciated and published 
and her paintings have been displayed at various exhibitions. 
Her published poetry collection is titled ‘Scattered Moments’. 
Her poems, articles, and short stories feature in various 
international and national anthologies, magazines, journals, 
newspapers and e-zines. Her poems have been aired in U.K. 
And US radio channels and have also been translated in 
different languages. 


THINKING OF SPRING 

In the woods whence the eve closes in 
Whence leaves stop murmuring 

There the fairy drops down quiet 

To get the feel of glow worms' light 

At her feet they deck the evening 

There they make a marvellous setting, 

The birds going to sleep at the shut of eve 
From their nests they to dreams take leave 
Perhaps being enchanted by the fairy's song 
They in trees’ branches wait for night long, 
Till they find how in the woods they have got 


All that they always in their hearts sought, 


The other creatures also they think of sleep 
Night slowly as descend and take a leap 

To cover the woods with a serene calm 

The fairy as to the glow worms comes, 

There she looks down on those lighted things 


There she does more of wonders bring, 


By her simple and candid state so blessed 
There in the woods she lighted forms does trace. 


Moinak Dutta: | am a poet/ novelist residing in Kolkata, India. 
| work as teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies. | 
have also published two novels. 


JUST BECAUSE, BAD HEART 

Just because | am old 

do not tumble me dry. 

Toss me away with those unused 

Wheat pennies, Buffalo nickels, and Mercury dimes 
in those pickle jars in the basement. 

Do not bleach my dark memories 

Salvation Army my clothes 

to the poor because | died. 

Do not retire me leave me a factory pension 

in dust to history alone. 

Save my unfinished poems refuse to toss them 

into the unpolished alleyways of exile rusty trash barrows 
just outside my window, just because | am old. 

Do not create more spare images, adverbs 

or adjectives than you need to bury me with. 

Do not stand over my grave, weep, 

pouring a bottle of Old Crow 

bourbon whiskey without asking permission 


if it can go through your kidney’s first. 


When under stone sod | shall rise and go out 
in my soft slippers in cold rain 

dread no danger, pick yellow daffodils, 

learn to spit up echoes of words 

bow fiddle me up a northern Spring storm. 
Do you bad heart, see in pine box of wood, 
just because | got old. 


Michael Lee Johnson: He is a Canadian and USA citizen. 
Today he is a poet, editor, publisher, freelance writer, 
amateur photographer, small business owner in_ Itasca, 
Illinois. He has been published in various anthologies. He is 
the author of two books, and several chapbooks. He also has 
over 134 poetry videos on YouTube as of 2015: He was 
nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards for poetry 2015 & 
Best of the Net 2016. 


A LOVE SO PRECIOUS 

You needn't doubt my love for you 
For | love you with every part of me 
Each moment with you alone 
Brings so much of excitement 
Everyday bringing so much more 
Of happiness and passion 

Nobody has ever given me the love 
That you give me constantly 
Basking in the warmth of your love 
And talking to you makes my day 
I'm not impressed with 

Your gifts flowers or chocolates 

But I'm delighted in the 

Kindness and care you show 

| wish you knew the way | felt 
When our eyes met for the first time 
Your eyes speak volumes of love 

| feel safe looking into your eyes 


Now tell me my love my precious 


How would | ever stop loving you 


Merlyn Alexander: | am a Writer residing in Nagercoil, South 
India. I'm a homemaker. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have self-published six books on Haiku Poetry. 


| had planted a sapling, in the arid corner of my garden, 
| had made it quaff life itself drop by drop 
The hapless being kept living, dying, moaning, with one foot 


in the mouth of death, and kept swaying to some 


weird intoxication all its own, 
and God alone knows whom he kept yearning for 


with a scared intensity. 


What unknown forces it possesses, what intrepidity and aura 
it commands, this frozen cyclone, 
soon as it sprouts two leaves, it blows springtime in to 


my hapless life-story, and when it strips completely, 


it runs a famine through even my dreamscapes. 
| can’t bear to look at it without a smile, or 


without feeling all shaken up. 


Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats: 
whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 


INNOCENCE 

Innocence. You were innocent; 

that’s what drove me. | sought you in 
what | perfected and lost, 

a portrait forgotten in a cab 

or a sculpture crushed afoot — 

at the zenith of one’s suffering one 
must denounce the cure; 

not to cross the finish line 

but actively erase it 

- why | tell you this in a poem, instead 
of face to face where you could see 
my lips sewn together with tears 

and pity my balding dreams — 

and so in my love of you 

| am matched by no other; 

as you are in your apathy to me. 

| risk being repetitive, but after all 
these years, it is still you who | turn to, 


even though you are not here. 


Then maybe | am the innocent one, 
who places his faith in travelling 

over arriving, and thirsting 

over drinking. Time will tell us what 
we did wrong, both of us — 

and then we will tell it how 

we did not notice, how we didn’t care. 


Mathew Jasper: He is a poet and medical student. He is 
based in Thiruvananthapuram, Kerala. He has been writing 
since high school and has won prizes for extempore and 
writing, besides poetry. He is an avid reader and appreciator 
of all genres of poetry. Mathew is also an upcoming pianist 
and composer. 


THE HARMONY OF JUXTAPOSED TRUTHS 
In the hills of 

Himalayas, 

huddled under 

the shade of chinaars, 


caged sparrows 


gargle over earth 
their chirpings 
that 


sprout as vines 


plummeting drops 
dripping 

from 

the tongue of 


moon 


scathing winds, 


scribbling over 


muddy jars, 


crops 


growing unabated 


over swollen premises 


scratching its skin, 


peeling it as 


a watermelon 


layer by layer, 


seed by seed, 


to reveal coffins, 


buried under this garden. 


Manisha Manhas: She is a rebel. She is an English teacher 
with Punjab education department and moonlights as a poet. 
Her poems mostly revolve around the theme of "partition 
and migration" of 1947. Her poems have previously been 
published in various journals. For her, poetry is her life-force 
quite similar to blood flowing in her veins. 


SOUVENIR 

A bowl that holds 

drizzling dreams of ours, as newlyweds, 
in all the beautiful hues 

of the ocean, 

crisscrossing mysteriously 

akin to a woman's heart. 

A border of troughs and crests 

in Armenian blue flows along 

with the aquamarine, 

interspersed with cobalt. 

The curling stems 

and entwined tendrils, 

the tiny embossed birds in ochre 
perched on them, 

their dulcet notes 

travel from the arid land of Jaipur 
singing the saga of love and valour, 


that still weave magic in my heart. 


A salad bowl's size, 

however, | let my 

beaming jasmines float 

in it, their heady fragrance 
bringing in a bouquet of memories 
of the riotous spring, 

that has slowly slipped by. 


Mallika Bhaumik: The poet had been a student of literature 
and did her masters in English Literature from the University 
of Calcutta. She is passionate about writing and many of her 
poems and stories have been published in National and 
International anthologies, well-known magazines. She is an 
event planner by profession and is fond of music, travelling 
and cooking. She lives with her husband and sons in Kolkata 
and is a proud Kolkatan. 


LOVE OUTSIDE HOME 

Why do we look for love outside our homes? 
Because we need extra hands 

To share the labour of dusting 

The skeletons of our past off our shoulders. 
To share the labour of polishing the 

Rusted surfaces of our minds 


That were corroded by sugar-coated words. 


Why do we look for love outside our homes? 
Because we have been warned 

To stop being impossible in our homes 

And we need venues that allow us to be so. 
Because we have been nesting a devil inside us 
Which carries our alternate but real voice. 


It needs hearing! 


Why do we look for love outside our homes? 
Because home is a convenient lie. 


Home is either a bitter-sweet coincidence 


or an accident. 
Home is a love-hate story 
or a doctored reality 


which we cannot dare to refuse. 


Why do we look for love outside our homes? 
Because at home, love is rationed 

And that's not enough. 

At home, love comes with responsibility 

And that is a burden. 

At home, love is political 

And that is not fair. 

At home, love is conditioned 

And that is not honest. 


Mahitha Kasireddi: She is from Hyderabad, India. She had 
been a writer with the online magazine Youth Ki Awaaz. She 
is a former content director at Campus Diaries. Her poems 
have been published in literary journals such as GloMag, The 
Ink Drift Magazine, Unbound Emagazine and the Telegram 
Magazine by the Talking Books, Delhi and in The New Indian 
Express. She is the writing finalist of the Campus Diaries 25 
Under 25 2016 National Contest. She's certified by the 


University of lowa for completing the International Writing 
Program MOOC on how writers write fiction 2016: Storied 
Women. Her poems are also to be published in an anthology 
by Author Press India called Women Poetess: Within and 
Beyond Shore. 


DROPS... 

As the frolicking wave 

Crashed against my skin, 

A misty spray of water 

Washed my face 

As the drops of tears rolled down my eyes, 
The salt in them mixing with the brine of the sea, 
Making it saltier, 

Seasoning the damp air 

That ran through my hair, 

The eyes still briny, 

My face awashed with the heart's emotions 
And the water of the ocean, 

The soothing touch of the water 

Cooling the angst, the despair, 

Clearing away the feeling of dejection 

And the negative murk, 

As | sit on the shimmering sand 

Waiting for another moist touch, 


Of a dewy shower of droplets, 


My eyes looking past the vast horizon, 
The golden Sun, smiling at me. 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counselor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
"The Night Jasmine And Other Love Poems”. She is the 
winner of Icon Of The Year-Lifeskills Counsellor 2015-2016, 
Creative Writer Of The Year 2016 and Indian Women 
Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 


UNKEPT RESOLUTIONS 
Tucked in the comfort of a cozy fleece sheet. 


| loosened up my soul adhered with the warmth of few 
memoirs. 


Conflicting between the delusion and melancholia of my little 
world. 


| perceive the aura of silence in this cold lonely night. 

The madness in thy sanity and the purity in my chastity. 
Everything was magnanimous and so inherent. 

So blissful was this unison and symbiotically exuberant. 
Why the countenance | love the most, can't see it anymore? 
Reminiscences glide in front of my eyes in a slide of galore. 
The mist in my eyes proclaims the void in my bosom. 


Wondering indigenously as the mystical moments renders 
me gruesome. 


Fluttering now are the adolescent vows and resolutions that 
gave spark to my life. 


In the deadly drift | lay, trying to gain the strength to thrive. 
Fathoms of unkept resolutions lurk in my mind. 


| slumber and drift off as resonance reciprocates and lofty 
memories clings me from behind. 


Madhu Jaiswal: | am a poet and writer residing in Kolkata 
(India). | am a homemaker. | have contributed my poems to 
various anthologies. I'm passionate about writing and believe 
in humanity. 


ALL IS WELL 

Alas, all is well, 

although the misery of the world lingers. 
Philosophers say any pain in our heart 


is areminder that we live, that we are human. 


So the great wheel turns while we stumble along beside it, 
a circle moving quickly, not yet ours to board. 

Our boarding pass of tears that gains us passage, 

that final price not yet met, 


until all teardrops are spent. 


That time will come when no pain is felt, 
and tears are a distant memory, 

then we'll climb on board. 

Alas, all is well. 


Linda Imbler: | am a poet residing in Wichita, Kansas, U.S.A. | 
build acoustic guitars with my husband. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published three poetry 
collections. My fourth poetry collection is due out soon. 


BLESSINGS 

From God 

It's where it come 
Many of them 


Not only some 


You'll agree with me 
When I'll say that it's countless 
If not, start counting 


You'll surely have a miss 


When I| search my life 
And take a look back 
| must admit 


That my life was a wreck 


| had this taught that with me 
God were done 
But the Holy Spirit whispered 


Leroy! | have plans for you son 


Even at times when my home 
Was a toilet or jail cell 
| can say, because of Your blessings 


With my soul, "It is well" 


Though | don't have a property on my name 
| have a roof over my head 
And because of Your blessings 


All my needs are met 


| don't have a lot of cash 
But Jesus got my front, sides and back 
And because of my Daddy's blessings 


Me and my family don't go around and beg 


We've got food on the table 
And shoes on our feed 
And because of our Father's blessings 


Our hearts still skips a beat 


To You, oh Lord 

Praises I'll continually sing 
And daily I'll thank You 

For each and every blessing 


Leroy Abrahams: He is currently working for the church, 
Victory Ministries International and also volunteers at times. 
Leroy loves to write, love people and children and God's 
Word. He enjoys hospital visits because there he prays for 
the sick and encourages them. Leroy's poems are true and 
full of emotion, which leave the reader in a good mood. Most 
of his poems are autobiographical and serve as a warning to 
the young and Christians who are facing tough times. Verse 
en Inspirasie is his first anthology and he promises that it's 
not his last. 


AN AMPHORA CALLED THE HEART 

a Kiran Zehra Komail poem 

The heart was but created out of pain 

So much pain that something wonderful had to be made. 
An amphora perhaps that could hold and heal 

By drenching the soul of pain with love, 

By flooding its nerves with love, 

By touching it with clementia, 

Making it tender with passion, 

Kissing it right where it’s wounded, 

And whispering hope inside its ears; 

that it was not going to die or it has nothing to fear 
And pain can swim this ocean that has no borders 
And this ocean will canonise its cracks 

So it could exist in tranquility 

Exist but logged safely inside a heart 

And feel glorious and proud of who it was. 

Because it is teeming with pain, wonderful is a heart 


The heart was but created out of pain. 


Kiran Zehra Komail: She is a poet living in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. She works for Rotary News as the Sub 
Editor of the English and Hindi magazine. Travel, gourmet 
and people to her are intriguing. Her poems and sketches are 
her theorem — simple yet deep and humble. 


ALL YOU WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT GHOSTS BUT WERE 
AFRAID TO ASK 


As a former ghost, | don't like irreverent drinkers hurting the 
religious sentiments of ghosts by asking questions. If you 
believe in ghosts, please practise your faith without asking 
questions. Don't be stupid like an atheist asking believers to 
be sensible. But as | have a hunch that you're good material 
for transformation (we don't usually use such long winded 
words) into an entertaining ghost, I'll answer your questions. 


1. Does everyone who dies become a ghost? 


No. Only honest people with a good sense of humour 
become ghosts. Dishonest people with no sense of humour 
but endowed with a huge sense of self-importance go 
straight to heaven. 


2. How exactly do ghosts spend the daylight hours? 


We sleep during daytime. Haven't you ever been to Las 
Vegas? 


3. Do ghosts need to eat/drink and carry out other bodily 
functions? 


No. We're permanently drunk like Obelix with the magic 
potion, and we simply imagine other essential body functions 
like sex (much like what humans do with porn sites). Some 
dirty human minds have imagined the act of a ghost walking 
into another ghost as copulation. 


4. What happens when one ghost meets another? 


As we don't have to drink and make love (as explained 
above), nothing happens when a ghost meets another. 


5. Do Cupid/KaamDev feature when they meet? 


No because we ghosts don't believe in love, which is a human 
weakness. 


Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and _ avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 


AU REVOIR TO SUMMER 

Last night’s dishes wait in the sink 
hot water and soap to arrive soon 
cat sits nervously pondering when, 
his dinner will finally fill the bowl. 
Summer's sun has left for Florida 
chain saws echo across the valley 
pumpkin looks pitiful on the porch 
wish | was more skilled at carving. 
Stand in the yard, coffee in hand 
watching the leaves gliding down 
like paper airplanes here and there 
some helicopter spin to the ground. 
A sense of sadness has now arrived, 
the colder days are well on the way. 
Au revoir Summer, Bonjour Fall 


but I've written only this, all day. 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: | am a Poet and reside in Seminole 
USA. | am disabled and write full-time. | have contributed and 
have been a co-editor for various anthologies. | have two 


published poetry collections. 


BACK POEM 
good, good in good, good 


ilost in fiber my thoughts 


the crass drowned pull of something in my 


back smile, the bad left side. 


the squirrel of it, take my nose, 


for example: the eye. good good good. 


Excitement. What dried, down clown 


sorry, even extrapolate 


| think of one forlorn thing. What was it in you? 


Did what balance take under our shades? A sanctuary... 


A church... A summer. Summers. 


And one yet raptures what can not take us. 


New. 


Joseph Elenbaas: | am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 


TERMS AND CONDITIONS APPLY 

| love you dearly 

Following terms and conditions apply 
Our marriage will be in five star hotel only 
Terms and conditions apply 

You will prepare food the Malayali way 
Terms and conditions apply 

Sambar must have ten ingredients 
Terms and conditions apply 

Vegetables must be sliced small 

Terms and conditions apply 

The broth must be thick 

Terms and conditions apply 

The rice must be boiled brown rice 
Terms and conditions apply 

It must not be too sticky 

Terms and conditions apply 

Thorans must not be repeated every day 
Terms and conditions apply 


Mezhukuvaraty must be made in coconut oil 


Terms and conditions apply 
Idlis must be soft and fluffy 
Terms and conditions apply 
Vadas must be crisp and crunchy 
Terms and conditions apply 


If you are agreeable dear please sign this prenuptial 
agreement 


Hereinafter, wife-to-be my terms and conditions apply. 


Late John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
India. His first success as a writer was Penguin’s world-wide 
short story contest “India Smiles” in which his short story 
“Flirting in Short Messages” was selected for publication in 
an anthology. His poem “Call of the Cuckoo” has been 
published by Poetry Rivals. He is working on his first novel 
and writing a book-length travelogue about his native state 
of Kerala. 


SKYWARD 

Another hot day at 
the playground filled 
with shrieks from kids 


tumbling down slides. 


Shouting boys hop on and 
off the whirling carousel 
as girls sing songs to 


double dutch jump rope. 


Waiting for my chance 
on the swing. Finally 
one is free as | clutch 


the metallic link chains. 


| pump myself up 
pushing pass trees, 
feeling cool breezes 


brush over me. 


All the noise is far below 
as | rush towards 

blue skies. My feet are 
walking on clouds now. 


Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in numerous 
literary zines such as Moonlight Dreamers of Yellow Haze, 
Seven Circle Press, Dinner with the Muse, Blueline, Halcyon 
Days, and included in Bright Hills Press, Kind of A Hurricane 
Press and Poppy Road Review anthologies. She has been 
nominated four times for Best of the Net. 


OVER EASY 

Get out of my country says the European man. 
Here in America, the promise land. 

Originally founded, so all could be free. 

No matter their religion, 


Origin or creed. 


We can’t be over easy, this country's scrambled. 

Hate and racial slurs under their breath is rambled, 

All over the color of their skin. A constant pointless war, 
That no one will win. 

We can't be over easy, 


This country's scrambled. 


Fights break out, in our streets. 

Innocent people, bleeding, dying. 

And what explanation, do they give for this hate? 
How much more can we all take? 


Children suffering because of where they were born. 


Fathers deported, 


How much more??? 


We can't be over easy, this country's scrambled. 

Hate and racial slurs under their breath is rambled, 

All over the color of their skin. A constant pointless war, 
That no one will win. 

We can't be over easy, 


This country's scrambled. 


What would you do? If this country was in shambles? 


No food, no clean water, and under their breath, they 
rambled... 


About you. 

You don't deserve a shot, at happiness. 
Go back to where you come from, 

It's what you get. What would you do?? 


And how would you feel? 


We can't be over easy, this country's scrambled. 

Hate and racial slurs, under their breath is rambled, 

All over the color of their skin. A constant pointless war, 
That no one will win. 

We can't be over easy, 

This country's scrambled. 


Jeffrey Oliver: | am a writer residing in Hornell Ny. | work as a 
father. | have self-published 1 book and working on another. | 
am included in a recent anthology that will be released soon. 


IT IS STILL THERE 

Hidden inside some deep recessions 

It's there, it's still there! 

The aura resides in the essence, 

Waiting to be tickled 

Waiting to be sun-kissed 

Waiting to be rejuvenated again 

To nurture its throne like a King again 

To show the world its realm again 

To delete all the faults in the stars 

To integrate the broken pieces 

To aid the Motherland replenish its glory 
To make the world realise- 

"What we are, What exactly we can do!" 
It's still there, still in the womb, 

Just a need to feel it, 

Just an instinct to stimulate it, 

And then, we will AGAIN 

Bea 


"GOLDEN-BIRD". 


Jayant Singhal: | am a writer residing in Delhi, India. | am an 
Economics student. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | am currently holding the position of Joint 
Secretary of my department. 


SEEP INTO MY BEING SLOWLY 

After a night of melancholy — 

| wake up to a morning bright. 

Am a bird drunk on the white skies 
That fill me with a sense holy; 

To me, it is sacred 

To greet thee every morn; 

Thou taught me to love each new day — 
And now am lovelorn. 

Seep into my Being slowly 


My love, with thy blessings holy. 


Thou who never left me lonely 

In days so damp and sad, 

That | am mad with bliss 

And forget my melancholy. 

To me, it is sacred 

To love thee till | die — 

‘To the moon and back,’ thou said 


And | remained on a high. 


Seep into my Being slowly 
My love, with thy blessings holy. 


Jagari Mukherjee: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. | 
work as a freelance content writer. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published a collection of 
poems. | have won prizes in various literary contests. 


AMMA 


Abdul Kalam 15 October 1931 -— 27 July 2015), the 11th 
President of India from 2002 to 2007. His definition of 
birthday: “The only day in your life...your mother smiled 
when you cried was the day you were born.” 


voices of silence marauding 

like nightmares in dreams you cannot awake from, 
you want to speak, scream but no words come out, 
the silence plays mind games 

and the fear throttles the silence. 

dreadful dreams haunting 

my childhood innocence 


where dreams turn into nightmares 


| am looking for Amma, my protector, 
and | am lost in a dark place 

with shadows chasing me 

lam screaming for Amma 

but no sound comes out, 


| try to run and my feet do not move. 


| want you Amma, | cry 
the abused woman 


whom appa beat till she lay helpless on the floor, 


In my dream | scream that silent scream 

all | hear is voices mocking me 

she is dead, she is dead, 

| wake up screaming 

my whole body wet with the fear of sweat, 

Amma comes running, 

takes me in her arms and comforts me 

she asks what brought about this bad dream episode, 
| cry uncontrolled tears and between the sobs, 
incoherently | say appa beat you to death Amma, 


appa killed you Amma. 


she assure me she is alright 
but the bruises tell a different story. 
She holds me close to her breast 


and assures me that the morning will be different, 


we are going to start a new life, your brothers, you and | 
we are going to live with Paatti (Grandmother) 

far away from all this pain and fear, 

| fall asleep in her arms 

and the silence that raged in my dreams 

and stole my voice 

become a lullaby she sang 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers’ Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 


| LIVE 

In just outside the clock 

along the periphery of your dreams 

an invisible line in picture frames 

as a criss-cross in your hand 

in a story never to be told 

in just an intake of breath 

in fading ink of yellow parchment paper 
in a fleeting knowledge of your soul 

in the realms of the Universe 

where | am with God 

looking down upon you 

ina dream 

that vanishes like mist with the dawn 

in a sudden lightning moment of truth 
in the knowing smile with which | left you 
once again to your mundane existence 

I live. 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer residing in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and Publisher of GloMag. 


SNOW IN OCTOBER 

The first snows 

Are alighting the land 

In October 

And the mud in the lake 

Is frozen fast on top 

But underneath is a duck bill 
Enmired 

And ensmeared with clay 
“Who is the owner?” 

| think 

A-ducking in the oozy mud 
For Zoo-o creatures 
Swimming, little, meaningless lives 
In slime 

In time for the Big Freeze, 
When all on the surface 
Enfrosts to hoar 

And ducks pick scrappily at it, 


The flakes whirl around the lake, 


White and thick and melting 
For the quick has not plunged 
Far enough below zero 

Yet 

And the freezing mud on the 
Outside 

Yields to quagmire within 
With the bill of the beak 

Of the quack, quack, quack 
Enmired in the sludge 

Of the pond 


Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 


MOSS 
It looms within the vision like a long lost friend, 


Bursting bubbles and conjuring tales that have no end, 


It brings tears of joy, pain and relief, 


It makes an ordinary thought a belief, 


It lets a passerby stop and take sudden notice, 


Coyly peeping from behind hedges, sporting mirthful caprice, 


It reveals truth from unfathomable depths gracefully 
surfacing, 


And fingers quill relentlessly thinking, enunciating, scribbling, 


It manifests on the highway, in boudoirs, in slumber and 
awakening, 


Like an endless river flowing, watering, meandering, 


It is all that exists connecting dots to form constellations, 


Muse eternal, soul mate, alter ego, poetry transcends all 
relations. 


It gives wings letting the spirit soar with budging, mind 
stupefied, 


And poetry gathers like moss flaunting itself, truth never to 
hide. 


Geethanjali Dilip: | am a poet residing in Salem, India. | work 
as French Teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies. 
| have also published two poetry anthologies. | am the 
recipient of the Reuel International Poetry Award 2017. 


THIS STRANGE LIGHTNESS IN THE AIR! 
When things fade around me, 
On mountains, almost afloat, 
On misty heights 

As it rises, spreads and vanishes 
Into magic moments, 

| see those hands. 

When soft cloud bundles, 
Gather, scatter and move, 
Cover me and cross my path, 
As they disperse, 

The earth, I'm sure, 

Barely feels. 

But, | see those hands. 

When soft snow petals, 

Drown in the wind, 

A feather-touch of miracles 

On frozen lakes and mountains 
On snow heights, 


Again, | see those hands. 


My words get caught in my throat, 
My mind freezes, heart stops, 

| have tears in my eyes, 

| see him everywhere. 

It is heaven! 

If only | would never leave! 


Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. 


NANNY DIARY 

Ollie once said to me, that five-year-olds are hard to please. 
Anything they see, they must question. 

Anything at all, they have no discretion. 

"What are we, how are we made? 

Why won't you tell me, has your brain decayed?" 

| start to tell them, of the birds and bees. 

Of love and peace and 'Will you marry me, please?’ 
| sing them ballads of how babies are born 

But add in that verse about how life is torn. 

"What are we, but dead people's skin? 

Everything comes back", | add with a grin. 

"Roses, chocolate, pizza crust 

All of it just came from dust. 

Remember, that mouldy piece of bread? 

Some of it became your bed. 

For this is where it all began, 

and this is how it stays in the plan. 

We are dust that speaks and thinks. 


Talks and writes and smiles and winks." 


The toddlers stare, as if in horror. 

My lovely little life-explorers. 

So | apologise for my long digression. 
"Yes my dear, got another question?" 


Gayatri Sekar: | am a writer who lives in Chennai, India. | 
write books for children. 


BLESSING 

Bare arms stretched out in hope 
Singing hymns to clouds dark 
Soliciting shimmering pearls to fall 


To quench the thirst of dry needy earth 


When the heavenly drops fall as rain 
Nourishing the bond of love 
Between the fields and the clouds 


A divine manifestation of nature radiates 


Wind starts breathing through the trees 
Waits eagerly to see the happy end 


of a long interlude 


Clouds are happy to release heaviness 
Thirsty fields, dry branches get satiated 
Window panes beat softly 


To sing the welcome song of rain 


Rain, a divine blessing 
To usher new green alphabets of life 
To adorn the sky with poems of earth 


Gayatree G Lahon: | am a poet residing in Dibrugarh, India. | 
work as a teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies, 
both national and international. 


OVERFLOWING WITH TRIVIA 
How do | rescue my mind from this flood 
It may not be blood 


But it has the potential to suffocate 


Those cute little droplets 

Cuter than the rainbow bubbles 

That you blow 

With the jagged glass pipe 

There’s some hurt and loads of magic 


The cynic says, “Death still is tragic” 


| ignore the voice 


And make a choice 


Yes | can say it on oath if you will 
| made the choice in the sanest of the moments 


Of my own free will 


Gauri Dixit: | am a poet residing in Pune, India. | work as a 
software professional. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. 


JOKESTER 

Translated by Artur Komoter 

We frolic with death, 

every day we joke about life. 

And it slips by. 

Every day we get closer 

to no longer being human, 

instead to being 

only a body 

and a memory 

in the minds of the Jokesters. 

Eliza Segiet: | am a poet, playwright, residing in Cracow, 
Poland. | work as philosopher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published (drama, five poetry 
anthologies). Author's poem "Questions" was the Publication 
of the Month (August 2017) and the International Publication 
of the Year (2017) in Spillwords Press. 


BROKEN WINDS 
Dumpsters in back alleys huddle, 
dumb, dark, depressing, dull. 


Cinders carpetbomb the byways. 


Sin, hope, despair, righteousness 

number the quick among the lame, 

numb the promise of identity and name, 
humbler each season. Lost opportunities 
hummm like the broken winds that accompany 


mumblers in their gutter, hookers and hawkers, preachers at 
their pulpit. 


Duane Vorhees: Mums and gladiolas shine on windowsills - 
shameless exhibitionists. | am a poet residing in Farmersville, 
Ohio, USA. | am a retiree. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published poetry anthologies. | 
operate a daily creative arts e-zine, 
duanespoetree.blogspot.com. 


JUST BREATHE 

Heavy laden footsteps weighing 
down my brittle battled soul, 
Struggling to keep the pieces 
together — To hold on to what 
makes me strong even just fora 
little while with each elongated 
chest heaving life-giving breath 
easing my daily deepening 
mourning every golden 


morning. 


My essence riddled with 

fatigue, Yet a soothing whisper 
heals my murky interior — 
Calming my pulsating fear 

with each beat ensuring another 
burden liberated writhing in its 


unexpected sudden defeat... 


Emotive chains melting — Our 
collective silenced voices 
shouting lamenting seeking 
questioning answering — 

Just breathe... 


Don Beukes: He is a bilingual South African British writer and 
the author of 'The Salamander Chronicles’ (Creative Talents 
Unleashed) and ‘Icarus Rising- Volume 1’ (Alien Buddha 
Press). His poetry has been anthologized in numerous 
collections and translated into Afrikaans, French, Farsi and 
Albanian. He was nominated for the Pushcart Poetry Prize in 
2016 and the Best of the Net in 2017 by Roxana Nastase, 
editor of Scarlet Leaf Review for his trilogy ‘Esorfo 
Ygolirt/Trilogy of Rose'. His debut South African publication is 
due in August 2018 in a unique anthology with three 
prominent South African poets. 


MASKS 

(1) 

Of the many masks that | wore those days 
One was dropped at the sea, 

Looking for seashells with a zeal, 

Of a love-struck man, 

Caring for every little thing 

To bring a smile on your lips. 

An old man with a puckered face, 

Picked up the mask and said, 

“There’s blood in it, 

That of a gypsy queen, 

Murdered during the porajmos, 

The infamous genocide of the Romanies.” 
(2) 

Of the many walks that | took 

Through the labyrinthine lanes and bylanes 
Of the city of joy, 

One would be remembered with horror, 


As | met a Princess with a tiara on her head 


Who barged into me, raised a candle 
And burnt the mask | was wearing, 
That of unhindered love and warmth. 
She said with a certainty, 

“There was blood on its back, 

That of an ancient king, 

Who killed millions during the Shoah.” 
(Epilogue) 

A part of me | still struggle to get rid of, 
A part that hates, 

Anything that doesn’t sync 

With the beliefs that | have. 


Dipankar Sarkar: | am a poet residing in the city of joy, 
Kolkata, India, and working as senior executive in the 
education sector. | love writing but | am yet to publish any 
work except my poems in Glomag. | am an ever optimistic 
person in spite of the many battles that | lost and some that | 
won. | am working on the first book of mine on humanity and 
the world that | have seen so far. 


THE UNCAGED 

| never was in chains 

The confines | chose 

And when threatened 

| simply rose 

Thin as the air 

Which knows no boundaries 
Transparent as the breeze 
Which knows no pretence 
Free as tears 

Which know sorrow nor joy 
Firm like an eagle 

That fears no coy 

| become the stalk the bark 
| become the fruit the seed 
| become the sap 

The xylem the phloem 


And if you wish so 


Here's for you to read 
lama mighty poem 
lam all that | need 


Deepti Singh: | am a Doctor in Community Medicine in State 
Government service and writing and music is my passion. | 
love to experiment and explore, and my favorites in this 
regard are nature and human behavior. 


A DOCTOR’S PRAYER 

To be ethical in an all too often unethical world. 

To be honest in a world that can be so dishonest. 

To be humane and civil in a world that is far too often 
obscenely inhuman and uncivilised. 


To be non-racist in a world that sometimes prides itself on 
being legally racist. 


To adhere to the highest moral standards in a world that 
sometimes condones immorality. 


To always behave with humility, integrity and kindness in a 
world full of 


arrogance, egotism and duplicity. 
To always act in the best interest of our patients 


and not in the best interest of our bank overdrafts. 


To never dishonour ourselves, our families, our colleagues 
and our noble profession. 


To try to live in a way that focuses on leaving behind happy 
memories. 


That is the daily challenge faced by every medical 
practitioner and every human being. 


May we always behave in a manner that does not bring down 
vitriol 


upon our friends, our community and our country. 


May we never dishonour the legacy of Dr Nelson Mandela, Dr 
Goonam, 


Professor Dennis Brutus, Dr Rick Turner and the many 
millions who suffered so much pain 


in the fight to garner for our country, for us and for our 
descendants 


our hard-won and blood-soaked freedom 
from legally imposed racism and tyranny. 


Deena Padayachee: | am an Author and Poet, residing in 
Durban, South Africa. | work as a physician. | have 
contributed to various international and South African 
anthologies. Three of my books have been published. | have 
been awarded the Olive Schreiner prize for prose by the 
English academy of Southern Africa. 


EMILY AS THE EYES OF THE COAST 
It takes a tide 
of a woman 


to make an Ohio 


boy feel like 
the world is more 


than shore, shore, 


shore. It takes 
one of her breaths 
to give me sail. 


Darren C. Demaree: He is the author of five poetry 
collections, most recently “The Nineteen Steps Between Us” 
(2016, After the Pause Press). He is the Managing Editor of 
the Best of the Net Anthology and Ovenbird Poetry. He is 
currently living in Columbus, Ohio with his wife and children. 


THE PEBBLES OF THE ROAD 


In the lands of Segovia, a trooper said to a sacrilegious priest 
who could not be amended; that just as he had fallen in love 
with a very pretty girl from Fuentepelayo; that one who 
comes to confess three times a week, and goes to 
communion. 


"Father," he said, "how your tongue is going, even though 
you peer through the cassock. 


-Although the girl has a boyfriend, Francis from Aguilafuente 
is called, and he is a fool of drool, we should not go where 
Love says, the priest replied. 


-Father is useless to fight against Lust, you know it well; that 
when the desire to sin comes, the hands are very busy, and 
cannot wait until tomorrow. 


-Look, father, how the little fool gets inside; look how it looks 
stiff to the window; like an erect bird is, that comes mounted 
ona very fresh mare. 


-You are bad trooper, hee hee hee You're worse than me; 
You're worth it If you want to escape from God's 
punishment, you must do as | do: When you want to make a 
straw, take a little pebble and throw it into a sack. 


Daniel de Culla (1955): | am a Poet & Writer residing in 
Burgos, Spain. | work as a retired civil servant. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have also published 
(novels, poetry anthologies (more than 73). The last 
Certificate of Recognition from VIII ELILUC Miami, Florida, 
USA, December 9, 2017. 


MIND'S PALETTE 

| wish | could 
understand colors 
It hurts 

when | draw 
rainbows in my head 
Fruitless attempts, 
unable to use 

my mind's palette 
to tinge my own 
volatile delusions 


Daginne Aignend: | am a poet, writer and photographic artist 
residing in the Netherlands. | have contributed and published 
into various anthologies. | have a fun project website 


www.daginne.com 


HADES ON PERSEPHONE 

Why did | do it? Well, lust | suppose, 

Made me kidnap her from earth’s warm quarter. 
Dragging her down where black river flows, 

| took for a wife life’s blessed daughter. 
Persephone, would you not be my queen? 

She would not willingly, her mother shed 

Wintry tears, and above no corn was seen 

Her mourning hunger led man to death’s bed. 

A compromise was reached eventually 

Her bright skin melts my nights one third of year, 
Even Hades wants warmth. Torrentially 

| tried to make her love me, came | near? 

No, she cannot love me: how can | blame 

Her for despising her jailer’s name? 


Christopher Villiers: | am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master’s degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 


BIRTH OF A POLITICIAN 
Crowd came in multitudes 
to see 

no hear 

but 

he said 

will give you the sky 

they cheered 

color it the way you like 
went into raptures 

will pluck all the stars 
each will have one 

they went dizzy 

so that the night does not remain dark 
will leave Moon alone 
they all went home happy 
without a care. 


The world was below their feet. 


Chandramohan Naidu: | am a retired bank employee, now a 
freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai. | am 
part of the poetry circle that meets every first Wednesday of 
the month. | am writing poems to be subsequently brought 
out into a collection. 


OFFICE 

Hey hey 

it's office day 

sun or rain 

We come to work everyday 

Every day we meet 

friends and colleagues 

there are treats 

There is fun too at work 

when we go for a stroll 

get wet in the rain 

Are you coming 

to my office 

boyfriend? 

Little girl you too 

Baby boy you come 

we can sing sometimes 

work sometimes 

and enjoy our office day! 

Bristi Manjima Bandyopadhyay: Hi, | am from Delhi and like 
penning poetry. | am a content writer and editor by 
profession, a part-time versifier by inclination. Hope you 
enjoy my poem. 


FEVER 

Into sleep’s summer, voices drip 
Bridging cloud and dust 

My dream names it rain; 

Voices flow between dead shores- 
Another dream names it river; 


My dream-selves- 

Merge into rain and river, 

Seeking an ocean floor of slumber; 

Turn my eyes into pearls; my bones coral- 
Death be the cure for insomnia. 


| stir in silence when your lips- 

Move on the shallow layers of sleep; 

A still shallower excitement wakes me- 
A heat more intense than summer, 

My waking names it fever. 


Death... 

A branch- 

Fruitless across the sky, 

Withers in the heat. 

Bini B.S.: | am a poet, translator and researcher working on 
narratives of illness, currently living in Baroda, Gujarat, India. 
As a post-doctoral fellow, | am associated with Balvant 
Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other Human 
Sciences. My poems and research articles have appeared in 
anthologies and journals. | was involved in an Oxford 
University Press translation project, An Anthology of Modern 
Malayalam Literature. My poems were part of a collection of 


corporeal poetry titled A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes: 
Five Poets, Seventy Poems (2014). | received the 2016 J. 
Talbot Winchell Award presented by the Institute of General 
Semantics in New York. 


EARTH TIME 
When the sun hides by mountains, she must never 


sleep knowing that most of her generations are homeless 
and bellies under bridges. 


Where they never stop 

writing their names signifying their joys and pain. 
My time on earth is only 

counted moments some 

centuries be in different state. 

Through a window of time 

dusty streets may become rivers. 

We can only be initiators 

of truth by ending hidden 

hate race on race, tribe on tribe, language on language, 
colour on colour, rich on rich and poor on poor. 
Our time on earth is nothing 

but a simple gesture of love 

that we owe. 


Bheki BO. Nxumalo: | am a poet residing in Newcastle, South 
Africa. | work as a stage actor and musician. | have 
contributed in anthologies such as Glomag, Fedilities V and 
Sol Plaatje European Union anthology. 


DIGITAL ADDICTION 

The digital world my child 

Has become your new playground 
In apps and social media 


Your attention is always found 


You are addicted to 
The click and double click 
The time you spend doing this 


Sometimes makes me sick 


You are always staring 
At some or other screen 
All other interests you had 


Can no longer be seen 


We do not communicate 
Like we used to before 
When | want to penetrate your world 


You are a shut door 


Your new friends are now 
Whatsapp and Instagram 
There are times | wish 


To chuck all your gadgets into a dam 


Gone are the days 
We used to take long walks 
Along beach fronts 


Or different beautiful parks 


How | wish you would my child 
Delete your social media status 
And a new lease on life 


Becomes your new apparatus 


Bevan Boggenpoel: | am a poet residing in Port Elizabeth, 


South Africa. | work as a teacher at Bethelsdorp Road Primary 


School. | have contributed to various anthologies. | have 


published one anthology of poems. | am also an author at a 


South African website known as Litnet (Literature Network in 


South Africa). 


If | had made that decision 

To stop by your house without inhibition, 
Even if only for an hour 

Things would have changed forever, 
Little did | know, a decision so flawed 
Would thaw my heart with remorse. 


Ayshwaria Sekher/Icecamp: She is an International Relations 
graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. She searches about 
the self through practices that seem conducive to the naked 
eye but weathers the spirit. She believes in the conditional- 
unconditional love of a dog and no others. She extends 
reality from books and tries to achieve vice versa. She shuns 
the isms’ but cannot escape the brackets cast. A bundle of 
contradictions in short! 


RHYME TO THE UNRHYMED 


Much they know, a lot understand they, wisdom dares not 
refuse their call, 


Brag they, they grumble, they decide and divide—they are all 
they are all. 


They know what is fit for us, they categorize, they set the 
standard and again they 


Shout like trained parrots that they have overreached, patter 
each other with gay. 


You can find them in high state, changing colour with colour, 
with painting on look 


Those crafty intellectuals with pounds of brain, drying 
wisdom in sun on the hook. 


Put on auction your own self and like clown nod to what the 
king told or even untold, 


Like a puppet shake your limbs, lick the boots of the master 
and the chair, you behold. 


A deadly dusk thus engulfed the state where the blind sees 
more and without their counsel, 


The globe can’t rotate. You and | within whom the man still 
flickers like fluctuating candle, 


Who still nurture compassion like engendered species, are a 
few, too few, to raise our voice 


Awestruck by the red eye we feign not to see, not to hear, let 
our tone drowned in the noise. 


Thus both sides are the same, while the worst call the chaos 
with crazy intensity, 


The still-men remain eternally vexed, as if mummies of stony 
sleep, void with vapour density. 


Oh God! My God! Oh Is it not the time yet to say ‘Let there 
be light’ again? 


Where is your envoy? Or are you yourself caught up in any 
satanic bargain? 


Avik Kumar Maiti: He is a poet and writer from Midnapore. 
He is a permanent ESL teacher at Belda Gangadhar Academy, 
West Bengal. He likes to travel, explore the locale with 
cultures, to drink life to the lees', passion in humanity and 
drenched in literature. He believes that God is there and one 
day everything will be fine again. He believes in the flame 
eternal that is within us, which may cause a miracle with just 
a sympathetic touch. 


In my body, soul and mind 
Did You ever know 
| just want to say 


Having You in my life... 


Tears fell from eyes 
Happiness and sorrow 
A magnet pulls together 


Storm clouds gather in January cold 


Alone all alone 
Escaping 

Forgetting things 
Prayer for the beloved 


And the song of praise 


In tenderness 


lam a passing cloud 


A stranger at night alone 


And the song that makes her grieve 


Love becomes expressionless 
And lucent as glass 

Night glittered in pleasure 
And pain between my fingers 


Asoke Kumar Mitra: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. | 
am a retired journalist. | have contributed to various 
anthologies published in India and abroad. My poems are 
translated into Italian, French, Persian, Hebrew, Malay and 
Mandarin languages. 


IN CELEBRATION OF BEING ROME 
The only existing example 

of country within a city, 
uniquely capital of two States 
that's not the only beauty, 
world's oldest and legendary 
continuously occupied sites 
stemming the history and tides, 
birthplace of western civility 
first ever metropolis 

Tibullus's eternal city 


Unchallenged caput Mundi. 


Papacy and Renaissance 

since Nicholas 

only pursued 

Urbane and architecture 

with unequal elegance of 
art and architecture 


since time immemorial 


enjoys the status 
of global emblem 
not only in fashion and design 


but ethics and etiquette sublime. 


Romulus not only gave 

the name but Romance 
the city grew at will 

from pastoral 

on the Palatine hill 

most famous of all myths 
and most famous of realities 
are romans 

and legend of Romulus and 
Remus 

also so internal struggles 
between legendary 
Patricians and plebians 
and then came Senates 


and populated 


and first triumvirate 


of Caesar, Pompey and crassus. 


the city is credited with 

spread of Christian region 

and religion by Jesus in Judea 
the antonians brought apogee 
the creation of Constantinople 
bulwark against invasion 

in entire Europe 

Popes not only enriched religion 
but also engaged best 


artists and tradition. 


Now it contains fountains, 
mosaics and frescos 

and grandiose of 

Palaces, piazzas and basilicas 
recognized as world's 


fashion capital 


it is truly said and felt 
without Rome 

Romance with the world 
romance in the world 
would have been less 
and without impulse. 


Ashish Kumar Pathak: He is a middle school teacher posted 
in Munger district of Bihar, India. My works were recently 
featured in fragrance of Asia, unkept resolutions, east meets 
West and GloMag anthologies. | have got a letter of 
appreciation from President of India for my poem. 


VASANTHI 

Tomorrow, 

when we have a conversation 

about candles that burnt themselves 

or tongues that travelled 

or love that lied 

or time that shut itself between your eyelashes 
or your coffee stained bookmarks 

and my silence stained lips; 

| might break into a poem about us, 

for you are a novel 

with mirrors placed in between 

commas and full stops, 

and | am the whispers of those fallen tears 
that blur your sight. 

ANURAG MATHUR 

Tomorrow, 

When we have a conversation 

About all this and more, 


Or about the time when these conversations began 


Maybe we'll silently share a laugh, 
About the places these words went 
And | might once again believe 

In pixies, fairies and magical orbs 

in the fact that the words | say 

And the ones that | don’t, 

Are not mine, 

But a part of a bigger conversation, 
Your soul is having with itself 


Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends — 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse’s dictats 
from time to time. 


Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a conversation 
with her soul. 


WOMAN 

| bathe in my blood 

cuz I'm a woman 

Every day is a battle 

cuz I'm a woman 

Never get the big O with you 


cuz I'm a woman 


Never give up though 

it would be too easy 

but I'm a woman 

Let us goon 

till all three of us are tired 

And I'm still awake when you sleep 
cuz I'm a woman 


Annika Lindok: She is an English teacher and translator. She 
loves reading, books, early mornings before bed. Her works 
have had the honour of being published in Relationship Add 
Vice anthology, Zoetic Press, Basil O'Flaherty, Event Horizon 
Magazine and others. Upcoming in Grey Borders. 


GREETING TOMORROW 

Along the path to tomorrow, 

we shall meet at the bridge 

that spans the unknown universe. 


| stand looking off towards the sun. 


Going the long way home. 
No time for detours. 
The crow does not fly 


a straight course. 


Lost along the road to nowhere, 
beliefs evaporate into droplets 


of disenchanted time. 


Winged chariots fly off 
into the sunset, taking with them 


our hopes and dreams. 


Liberate the thunderbolt. 
Unleash the singing hands of time. 
For above the clouds, 


there are no more castles in the air. 


Apple pie scented mornings. 
Metaphors meant to be dissected. 
As the road reaches another bend, 
At last, home is on the horizon. 


Ann Christine Tabaka: | am a poet residing in Hockessin, DE, 
in the USA. | am a retired scientist. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published five poetry books, 
and one memoire. | was nominated for the 2017 Pushcart in 
Poetry Award. 


A YELLOW BIRDIE 

One day — 

A yellow birdie with black stripes 
Flitted across the paddy field ripes 
Flapped its wings in glee 

With delight my eyes popped like a pea 
| craned my neck frill 

Till | lost sight of its quill 
Contrasting yellow and black hues 
Converged with the verdant muse 
My heart traced a pleasant hunger 
And | felt many years younger! 


What bird it is? 

A mystifying pleasure as in a fable 

A galloping glance making life merry and able 

| could trace its locus easily 

By browsing the web drowsily 

But my heart nixed the proposal in its urn 

For it desired the birdie’s return to the fern 
The impression it spawned in the fall 
Transcending a name, that could be banal 

A flitting glimpse would suffice a racer 

Than the information surplus without a bracer! 
Annapurna Sharma: | am a Poet residing in Nellore, India. | 


work as Editor, Your Space/ Muse India. | have contributed to 
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UNDER A TREE 

Sitting under a tree 

| see the cloud slipping 
Down the horizon 

It is going to settle 

There for a while to shed 


Some tear and mourn 


| see the young bird 
Perched on a dry frond 
With a fallen face 

It seems its heart would 
Burst in a second in pain 


Is has suffered a loss 


Sitting under a tree 
| watch the bee hanging 
On to flowers 


It has lost love for honey 


Refusing to enjoy swinging 


Perched on bowers 


Sitting under a tree 

| weep remembering days 
She was here 

We took a vow that life’s 
Challenges we would face 
Without shedding tear 


Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): | am a poet residing in 
Brajrajnagar, Odisha, India. | work as a mine surveyor. | have 
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LOVE IS TRIUMPHANT TRUTH 

True love is truthful in freely expressing itself 

openly and honestly with no fear of reprisal 

An ingenuous love is the basis of a credulous relationship 


Like veracity, amity will always triumph. 


Love cannot abide in a sea of mendacities 

Stop turning a blind eye to the fabrications 

Renounce rationalising his twisted behaviours and actions 
Stop living in the illusory hope that deception will vanish 

It will fragment your fractured fortitude 

Don’t concede candour for the artifice of ardour 

The truth will always find him out today, tomorrow 

or some fateful day when the skeletons and slippery shadows 


can’t be concealed behind his projections and baseless 
accusations. 


Attentively heed your conscience 
reminding you there is unadulterated love in faithfulness 


Love is beautiful when the truth is respected 


Love perceives the virtuousness in your passionate heart 
Abundant peace envelopes your precious soul 

As purity dances in your radiant eyes 

With the aromatic scent of Jasmine and Lavender 

In a serene garden of triumphant truth. 


Angela Chetty: | am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. | 
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It remained unfertile 

The innumerous attempts were futile 
The land that had taken 

The shock of the evil 

Devastated by radiation 

And thousands have periled 

They repented for what they did 
Shouldn't have attacked 

The harbor of the ship 

Even they repented for what they did 
Shouldn't have dropped the atomic kits. 
They both were at war 

And they both repented 
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This poem was written by my mother, pen name Sara, after 
her reading Eliot's famous first collection "The Love Song of 
J. Alfred Prufrock". It is dated 17/11/93. This is a poem | 
edited for her then itself. It is not titled. There may be an 
earlier extant version. If | find it, it will be published so you 
can see the difference the editing may have made. The 
Beckettian feel comes from me. 


Then 

The clock was in the hall 
The clock hung on the wall 
| listened from on the bed 
Late at night 

| didn't hear it 


TICK. 


Now 
The clock is in the room 


The room is small 


| listen from where | rest 
It is late, adjust 
| can hear it 


TICK 


| stay awake 
Think of the beats 
You missed 

Over the years 

| listen 

Hear it tick 
Calculate 


Late Sara Omankutty Varghese: To make up the loss. Sara 
was, like GM Hopkins, an unpublished poet and mother of 
four children plus a homemaker. She has one self-published 
book of poems SARA to her credit and two Bible Quiz Books 
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GWALIOR 


Gwalior looks the same, only a few changes reverberate in 
shades of darker grey here and there. Houses have silently 
crept closer, wild creepers shackling the fort. The fort smells 
a bit different too. A decaying odour has replaced that one of 
bats, peacocks, trees and shrubs. They all seem to have died 
in eternity of this long voyage, the fort too seems to have 
been dwarfed in its own glory. | had scratched the fort wall 
so often since my childhood days. | had rubbed my cheeks to 
it. Only this time, that was not possible. Eyes heavy with a 
long slumber, a violence of many suns seem to resurrect our 
loving in many such long dawns. The fort stays within us. 
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| AM THE WORLD 

The world is off to sleep as | do 

The world awakes but with me 

| have beheld hence is the moon beautiful 
How fortunate the moon is 

That | have seen her 

Because | will espy the flowers bloom 
The flowers feel blessed with my sight 

| have written hence poetry is begotten 
Poetry is born at my hand 

| change—so does nature 

With my death will things end 

Since | am the world. 


Aminool Islam: A bilingual poet, he weaves poetry in both 
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BEAUTIFUL GIRL 

She stopped on the street, looked around. 
Slim and slender like a palm tree, 

She almost reached the sky in her high heels. 


She climbed high - above mediocrity. 


Wind played with strands of her hair and short dress. 
Delicate smile lit her face, gave her beauty 
“Here is a woman from songs of King Solomon” 


| thought with admiration and envy. 


She attracted the eyes of many passers-by. 
Her restless beauty stole the men’s thoughts. 
| saw my reflection in a shop window, 


And her picture in your eyes. 
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GET THEE TO A HOUSE OF REPUTE 
Boardwalk model’s twisted seaweed quaff— 
dragon tattoo DNA-ing her lower back 

as spandex jiggles adventurous avocados 
inside one’s fecund imagination. 


| worshipped an Anglo-Saxon monarch eons 
ago & watched his Danish cousin lift her 
muddy skirt for a border guard during one 
particularly gruesome occupation. 


| couldn’t help but help, so | dove headlong 

into her quartz blue & canary-speckled eyes 

with nary a thought of looking back. 
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A NAMELESS SCENE 

Blue skies with an open eye, 

Sees us always but tis' unseen; 
The air also got ears everywhere, 
Hearing this silence between; 
Places have spaces to feel and fill, 
A nameless scene. 


The tameless tongue of life endlessly talks, 

Gentle steps of sound aimlessly walks; 

In a land of footprints resting in peace, 

Pieces of time in empty hands to please. 
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